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DARK FRIEND, WE 
MEET AGAIN. 
FINALLY, 


MORE aN SIRE 


rege bask, 
DECADES. 
SHE IS AS Fs 
Nea AT oe A House 
AS. DETERMINE! 
OF TWO THINGS 


LUDLOW STRAINS D 
we D 
ae OUL 


AND SECONDLY SHE 
FEARED YOU FAR MORE 
THAN I. SHE FEARED THAT 
We MIGHT NOT 
DEFEAT YOU, MAN OF 
SHADOW, SHE WANTED 
OTH TO CONTINUE 
OUR _FIGHT IF WE DID 
NOT SURVIVE IT, 


KILLED MY FATHER 
AND FAMILY. 





D 


SN 


© ey 


» a eas 





"OL, how: Shale you, Lyallow. 
Hou. elepe ie aes cursed. 
Farnily,’ 


A froin, 
Sudytous Ci sed out, CS awoke 
afoul an four ft he. aoundlof 
b Mu ey shipped y CZ 
chilling pee hanls eed a 
coypsé like dogs tyson meal. by the 
lime If fully guasped: lhe situalion, 
eos wits naked bul for his frilly 
Z ose the, 9h heaving 
ah Aa lhe each lo acguihe 
‘paces selves, ees 
"SS mine, "one wreleh yelled. "Vou 
od @ waleh, mgellitig a allh, 
"No. you aint the clher larger 
(ello screamed back, "I takes 
pe ee ee Ldloppin' 
maf 
Pe siadiims nol 


Leave me this. un and you, fer the 
one tr black, " ppp 


Jhe smaller, nl, sensing his 

Us. cudwice'was, lo be laben. 
EC De eta alook 
esplasve crossing fisface ashe 


Cian f ah Ufa » Shs one bal 
Sean boone of 0 ts. clolh 
(ae covewed in pileh or whatever it 


eee S fired a boll 
Lhe, ise semaps . 

Ch he Chest. fe Leopypped. wilh 
whisper. 





wut home, and ye 
un within me, back inlo- ny 


Of course, U we Moun pad by N- 


hiwe th hafea. Bulhad Ci that knowledge hat CY would later 


a 
ra 





CA 
; = 


\ Wy 
> yf” 
a 
> 





le" ¥ I. 
NA AY 


ong Ue 
lind lo- manuf 
for ab bul 








"didn tlhe YOU NONE, A 
Savage lol me with a snarl as 
he dressed himself. 
Thought Lyou a mile suis 
with your voice and your les 
and your lah-de- dah Wha 
b the lime ( ee losing. to 
jolt al carils, CY wus praying 
y; La linpse o) Cyou tealag’ 
hom the underside ov gelling an 
ace from oul. of them flowely 
sleeves. of youth. 
"Shal would have 2 Yuvan Ine the 
chance tonal yoll dueen the eyes 
Leen a while since oO Cul @ 
seal free ofa man 4 5 shall, bul. 
had CS hilted you, Sit be surely 
enpled ae renew. ola habits. 
We 1c feully pomunde Ch your 
fae WOU ee ee Z 
ce. O Hell us Not t. 
woulda tsuecclened ups the stable, " 
"Ss Ui your idea of a Yank you?" J 
8 said wih w tone of bemused 
nation, "Go Good heavens, of it 
SG (op ‘oun, insu 


Dicags n bling a tiga ay 


‘Sdn Gin Linsulling: rl. Uou te 
ao , bite, 


Said ie ee 
he shiking the mates 


agen Me inside of his 
gpoat afl called Ballash, 


fe was tthe you. rug and a 
mite sunishy. Cnelled like a bordello, 
bul foe tig Cig te relly much ' 
, Onty tied. fat hit luice 


larped oul I was, 
Slide hon too" 
bis. ald 
ae (efeetass backih 


we caper 
dase 4 epression became dark. 
, bul olen SI) hale 
ale and wher CF dont, 
Sdont, of ‘Son t hale youno 
a Ce worse ferme, CF 


Cobage slater learned. fz 
Ludlow who arvrived in Opal 


havin the 
‘ile phe CMe be Youth 


Ohad, mastering dark magic 
ae which he might ouercome My 


2 and dee me done. 
oe Tae Lay danger, 
gave hint the chance 
ie oul, thoes and. Ov ge 


Mit down Sh 
byienin Chile Grats 
wid oldest 














OC 
SES AANA 


4 





~S 








OU HAD... 
BOISON ME? 
FOR... WHY? 















YOU KNEW ME 
AS MARGUERITE 
CROFT. 
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AND I NEVER 
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BUT THIS 
‘ POISON, IF I 
r\ SURVIVE IT, WILL 
YOU LET ME 
LIVE? 





WHAT OF SANDERSON 
LUDLOW? HE KILLED 
HIMSELF RATHER THAN 
DESTROY THE FRIENDSHIP 
HE AND I HAD. COULD YOU 
NOT STAND BY HIS EXAMPLE... 
NOT BY TAKING YOUR OWN 
LIFE, BUT RATHER THE PUTTING 
ASIDE OF HATRED FOR 
SOMETHING FINER. 
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he man smiled back. “I suppose you have some weight to your argument. 
ndeed.” He extended his hand to us. 

“My name is Basil Trent.” 

“I am Dario Carlei. 

“I am James Black.” 

And so we began our game, Dario pulling cards with the swift aplomb 
of a stage magician summoning a rabbit from his top hat. 

“Whetliaty yoo COMES MeenOPMiaoked thin as the third Hukdltas bent 
played, Dario being the winner of the first two. 

“L own mills.” 

“You are a kindred countryman?” 

“You sound Eugliah to'be etme,” he eaid: “Are you?” 

“London born and raised.” 

“I am from Yorkshire.” 

“T thought so.” 

The train chugged on through the night and we played on with it. Dario’s 
luck waned with the hour, however, and soon Trent began winning. Another 
hour and Trent had taken all but a little of the money I had made on my ghost- 
hunting venture. Suddenly idle travel was no longer my intention. Reaching 
Vienna quickly with my shirt still on my back beeame the sole thing on my 
mind. I played on, however, smiling all the while, and hopin I'd at least win 
back cndugh by, Ue-sridslgpleyiat T-could settle rogésestles bill 

“Have we met?” I asked Trent later in the playing. It had come on me 
suddenly, a sense that Trent and I had met before. 

a I think I should remember so fine a gentleman,” he replied with a half 
smile. “Indeed, I think I should recall.” 

Trent looked back down at his cards. He seemed calm... calm as a good card 
player should be, but I detected a flicker to his eyes and the slightest of creases 
to his brow. It betrayed some hidden secret, of the sort I’m sure Dario would 
have taken great interest in. 

“My friend and I were speaking earlier of secrets,” | said. “He has an interest 
in the unknown corners of a man’s soul.” 

“Well, he can have any interest he wants,” Trent replied, “but he'll not gain 
entry to my unknown parts. Being a businessman means more than likely you’ve 
hurt a person or two alone the way. If | have, and I’m not saying so, merely 
raising the suggestion, then I mean to keep such things to meell 

“You're a wise man,” Dario said, then yawned and pulled his pocket wateh 
from his vest. “I have to say I’m tired. As much as I would love to end this 
evening the richer for knowing you both, I fear I must end my card-playing the 
poorer.” 

“If | had won at least one hand I might end the night with more of a smile,” | 
said. “But | can understand your wanting to stop now. I too would like my bed. 

Trent arose, pocketing a goodly amount of bank notes. “It seems the pleasure 
was all mine.” 
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he two men rose. 









“Are you coming, sir?” Dario asked me. y 
, “In a while. [’ll just finish my bran ly.” il 
ail 7 They left, talking as they made their way from the compartment. As they 
‘ opened the door and ventured into the next carriage, so Trent gave me a _ R 
< ilisosiyel xyes Iowayese AMMA they sresebbonct. gi 


« Which was when I sprang to my feet and ran after them. They would rfot 
expect me to follow so soon, and I hoped to overhear what the 
was no fool. I seemed so this night, but that was merely my p! 
play than mere cards. For how could a gambler be bested so 
olten by a mill owner? And how could I never win a hand? No. from the eighth 
hand on I knew these two were working together. Fools they were for not letting 


had to say. I 
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me win even once. “ 

I arrived in the next carriage as the train coming the other way stormed past 
us. The roar was deafening. The huge behemoth intermittently blocked out the 
moonlight streaming in, causing a flicker effeet that cast the carriage interior 
into a moment's blackness. 

As my eyes and ears adjusted, so the scene before me seemed strange in its 
stark clarity. Trent stood there trying to push Dario’s body through one of the 
carriage windows. Dario was already dead, his head having been cleaved free by é 
the other train, Now Trent wrestled with Dario’s limp form. He looked almost {1 
comical as he did this, like a bad act on a music hall stage. 




















4 “You betray your partner, sir,” I said. How ungallant.” 
oe Trent glanced my way with a start. “Not my partner,” he replied. 
WES dupe for this one night. 
5 “Why?” . 
’ “I wanted to take you, Shade. I wanted to best you at cards before I took * 
i! your life.” 
nit - He knew my identity. This beded for an interesting night’s conclusion. 
“Take my lile, indeed,” I whispered smiling. “Many have tried. 
e! Trent left the body of Dario hanging half in and half out of the window like a a 
es: broken doll. He turned to me and pulled a small pistol from his waisteoat. 


“My real name is Ludlow. I’m an excellent shot. 

“So am I,” I replied, firing off a bolt of shadow that speared Trent/Ludlow 
before he could speak or shoot or do much of anything. 

“Another Ludlow. How droll.” ~ 

I spoke this aloud to Ludlow’s corpse as I took the winnings from his pocket. 
With my money back, plus the stakes the other two men had, I’d made a profit 
on the evening. “i 

I then had my shadow consume Ludlow’s body, I left Dario where for SS 
the porters and early risers to find. I thought the notion of this pre-bre: f 
surprise for them too delicious to resist. And as the train came out of a 
mountain pass to reveal the first golden shards of dawn, I retired to my 
compartment, D 
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